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THE HERO HIMSELF 




GATHERING DRIFTWOOD 



By Mary T. Earle 
With original illustratio?is by D. D. Smith. 

Some people gather in driftwood, 
but there was a boy once who preferred 
to follow it. It carried him to many 
strange places.- He usually followed 
it in a boat, but he did not always raise 
the sail of the boat, and he never took 
up the oars. It seemed easiest to 
spread the sail like an awning, lie down 
beneath it, and let the slow wash of the 
tide on the beach sway him out to the distant countries which the driftwood had 
known. He took very pleasant journeys. 

44 It is my business to travel in this way just now," he told his friends when 
they wished him to do other things. " I shall visit all the countries until I find 
the man I am looking for. After I have found him I shall do things of which, 
you have never dreamed/' And he would arrange his awning so that it shaded, 
him more perfectly and let more of the breeze blow over him, and then he would 
settle back to his journey. 

His friends often thought that he was asleep under the awning, but he was never- 
asleep. He was looking through his lowered eyes far out across the countries- 
where it was his business to travel. 

Sometimes the little market-maids in the country lanes stopped with their bur- 
dens and looked at him as if they would speak, but he never spoke to them unless, 
it was to ask them what the men were like who had passed that way, for being- still 

a boy his business was only with men. But 
the man he sought seemed never to have, 
walked through the country lanes. 

He visited even the cities, and while 
he was gone he met a great many people, 
but not one of them was the man whom, 
it was his business to meet. One day he 
saw a young apprentice come out from a. 
wayside house. 

"Hello, " the apprentice shouted jov- 
ially, " where are you going so fast?" 
"I'm looking for a man, "said the boy. 
44 What man? " insisted the friendly 
apprentice. 

The boy flushed a little, and looked 

far out under the awning of his boat. 44 I 

am looking," he said, 44 forthe great Hero 

Myself. I am to meet him in some of 

a little market-maid these countries. 
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" Are you? " cried the young apprentice, and reached under the awning with 
so cordial a hand that he pulled the boy out into the dusty road and they stood face 
to face. " I am the Hero Myself." 

" Are — you? " the boy faltered slowly. 

The boat swayed on at anchor, but the far countries changed to ungracious 
near countries, and the boy seldom went back to the boat. When he did go, all 




"WHILE HE WAS GONE HE MET A GREAT MANY PEOPLE" 

in his 'prentice garb, his hands were so used to toiling that they could not rest, so 
he had to take up the oars, and, in bending over them, he saw very little beyond. 
But the deep eddies which his oars made went swimming away from him, and he 
rowed faster and faster, laughing because he could never get the last of them to 
catch up with the first. He learned the bars and the channels and the landmarks, 
too, though in following the driftwood he had never learned them, and sometimes, 
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when he was very weary from the oars, and leaned back straining upon them, his 
eyes wandered far out to the edges of the sea, and he knew that somewhere the 
far countries still waited for him, and he rowed on with the hero in the boat. 




"UNGRACIOUS NEAR COUNTRIES " 



